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whole town with it as though it would toss it into
Ennerdale,

Judith and Deborah went scurrying home, hats,
wigs, pieces of cloth, fragments of wood, dogs,
cats, shrill voices, laughter, all hurrying through
the air, it seemed, with them.

Safe in the little house again, panting for
breath, wet, blown, laughing, they looked about
them, while the rain rattled on the windows crossly
because they had escaped it. They stared under
wet eyelashes about them, and the first thing that
Judith saw was a letter, lying innocently on the
table: it was addressed * Miss Judith Henries.'

She snapped it up,

* A letter?' asked Deborah.
4 Yes/

* From Uldale, I warrant/

* Yes/ said Judith.    It was not a lie because
she had not yet looked at it.    It lay warm in her
wet hand.    She thought it would be from Sarah,
summoning her home.    Who had left it there?
Had David perhaps ridden over, or Francis?    It
might be that they would spend the night.    But
she wouldn't go back to Uldale.    She was too
happy where she was*  She wouldn't go back until
she had seen Reuben safely away to London. . . *
She had got thus fan    She was climbing the stair
to her room.    She saw what it was.    It was from
Georges Paris*    He was in Cockermouth.    He
asked her to meet him in the parlour of the * Grey-
hound/  five o'clock that evening.    He would
wait until six*

Her first thought was of his impertinence, then